Character     A month later he asked whether I would do another draw-of Law- ing for The Seven Pillars, 'a man with an ordinary "Colon-rence iaF face, but a very decent one.} But it appeared he didn't get away on leave, as Lawrence hoped.
T. E. Lawrence attracted me as he attracted most men. As with Housman, it was flattering to win the friendship of one reputed to be unsociable. Maybe he was less critical of artists than of others; 'good egg' was a frequent exclamation when he was looking at canvases and drawings. Doubtless, after long and bitter days with Feisal in Paris he found it a relief to be among men whose intentions at least were honest. He rarely talked of Paris and Versailles, but when he spoke of politicians it was with scarifying bitterness. Generals he regarded as rudimentary bunglers in the art of war—he made an exception of Lord Allenby. It must be remembered that Lawrence's sympathies were with the advanced writers and painters, I do not suggest that he was erratic in judgment; his critical insight was acute and his knowledge of men almost uncanny. But in years he belonged to the younger generation, and shared many of their extremer prejudices and aims. I was put in mind of Max's caricature of Lord Ponsonby looking at himself as a one-time page to Queen Victoria—what would Lenin and Trotsky say! Lawrence, too, wondered sometimes what William Roberts and D. H. Lawrence would say when he joined Winston Churchill as adviser for Middle-Eastern affairs. I was amused, reading Winston Churchill's essay on Lawrence, to find him apparently unaware of T. E.'s hesitation, of the persuasion needed to get him to enter a Whitehall office. Once within, he got down to his work, enjoyed his position and the sense of useful service. He always spoke warmly of Churchill's wise handling of the Arabs' legitimate grievances. From the Colonel Blimps, from' men who had 'arrived', he withdrew himself; but he had a queer hero-worship for certain men he admired, for Hudson and Hardy, for D. H. Lawrence and Shaw. Among the younger poets it was Sassoon; in a letter to me he wrote: 'Sassoon comes out on top of all of us War-10

